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THE NURSERY. 





[The following story is copied from the Juvenile Miscellany 
pleasing little periodical, edited by Mrs. S. J. Hate, and pub 
lished by E. R. BroapeErs, 127 Washington-street, Boston. 

NURSE TUFTS’ COTTAGE, 

Nurse Tufts, kind nurse Tufts and her merry 
daughter Jane! That was her pleasant, comfort- 
able cottage. 
holiday to me, when I was permitted to visit her 
and make her a present of a new checked apron, 
er a yard of nice black ribbon, to put plain round 
her head, just over the neatly crimped cap, as 
white as the pure and newly fallen snow. 

Nurse Tufts, her daughter Jane, and little fat 
Sally, you see them allin the picture. Nurse is 
just coming home from milkirg the ‘‘ brindled 
cow;” Jenny is leading little Sally, and she has 
a bundle of fagots under her arm. She has been 
in the green forest to gather them, to make a 
cheerful fire to bake the cake for supper. 

Jenny is a good girl, very obedient, gentle and 
affectionate, and kind to her little sister—taking 
almost ali the care of her. 

One bright Saturday afternoon in midsummer, 
I went to visit my nurse. How neat and cool 
was the littie parlor! The floor was sanded in 
diamonds, fresh, wild flowers were in a tumbler 
on the mantel-piece, green pine boughs fiiled the 
large fire-place, and pretty, red-lipped daisies 
grew in a square wooden box on the window seat. 
Jane had picked a basket quite full of mountain 
strawberries, and we all sat down to eat them so 
quietly and happily together. 

There are many little children, and grown 
people too, who think the poor cannot be happy; 
that those who toil for their food cannot enjoy it. 
This is a mistaken idea. It is not what we possess 
that makes our happiness, it is the manner in which 
we employ our wealth. Nurse Tufts was a pat- 
tern of a poor woman, one I would hold up to the 
world as an example. 

I wish that some doubting people would spend 
aday at Nurse Tufts’ cottage, as I have often 
done; they would, I am very sure, alter their 
opinion of ‘‘the poor”—to watch her knitting 
round and round that stocking, which was to be 
sold to buy bread, to see how kindly she taught 
her little girls to knit, and how patiently she took 
up the many stitches they dropped, one after the 
other, and when the children were wearied, she 
would wile away the time by singing some old 
song, or telling tales of her own first home, and 
her own youth! 

And her stories—how I loved to hear them! 
though they all began with the same old preface 
“once on a time there lived, a great way off,” 
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Do you see it? Truly it was a| 


| a friendly sign, and he approached us. 


and ending with ‘‘ so they lived in peace till they | 
died.” 
I remember a pretty fable Nurse told me that, 
merry Saturday afternoon; it was to teach me the |: 
folly of impatience. 
‘Once upon atime,” said Nurse, ‘‘a Hum-' 


‘Sir, this is not the first time that I have heard 
such things spoken, and I know they are true. 
We have our curate down there in the valley, 
who often tells me what you have just been say- 
ing.” ‘God be blessed, my child. Do not for- 


get that there is evil, and a great deal of it in 


ming-bird flew into a garden where a beautiful, your heart, but there is a mighty Physician who 
honeysuckle grew; so the bird flew up to it and knows how to cure all evils, and that Physician 
said, ‘ give me some honey’—but the flower said, | is Jesus Christ, the Son of God, God blessed for- 


‘I can’t, for I have promised it to the Bee.’ 


bird, and so he flew at the flower. 


| ever 
{ - 
‘ But I must have some,’ said the Humming-/ each other again on earth. 


Dear child, we shall probably never see 
You will remain 


Then the} among these mountains, and we shall set off at 


honeysuckle shut up its mouth, and the bird could | day-break to make our way over them, and soon 


not g@t any from it. 


Instead of flying to another | 
flower he be 


gan to peck on the outside of the | 


away.”’ 

Is it not a pretty story? I drew a moral from 
that fable, and laid it to my heart, and in after | 
years, when I was inclined to be passionate, I 
always thought of Nurse Tufts’ story ofthe Hum- 
ming-bird and the honeysuckle, and I conquered 
my temper and I hope I grew a better girl. 











NARRATIVE. 
From the London Child’s Companion. 
THE HERD BOY. 

A Christian traveller in Switzerland, relates 
the following particulars of a herdboy, whom they 
met with at Nan-Bourant. ‘‘ He was a youth of 
twelve years old, with an intelligent look. He 
stopped near us, looking at us with a curiosity 
that had nothing strange about it. We made him | 
I asked if | 
he was tired with his day’s work. Oh, yes,” he 
said, ‘this troublesome goat has given mea 
deaito do. She fled up there, as high as that, 
(showing us a height at some distance,) and I 
have been obliged to climb after her to fetch her 
back. ‘ You have acted like the good Shepherd. 
Do you know who is the good Shepherd?’ ‘It 
is Jesus Christ,’ he replied, without hesitation. 
‘Do you know how to read, my dear child?’ 
‘Yes, sir.’ ‘Well then, I will give you a little 
book, in which you will find a great many excel- 
lent things.’ I then took out of my pocket a little 
book, entitled, ‘ Poor Joseph.’ ‘My name is 
Joseph, too,’ said the herdboy, as he looked at 
the first leaf. ‘ Well then, my friend, I hope you 
will be like the person you read about here. 
Come, read me the beginning of the history, since 
it is still light enough.’ When Joseph came to 
the passage of the Bible which is introduced, 
‘This is a faithful saying, and worthy of all ac- 
ceptation, that Jesus Christ came into the world 
to save sinners, of whom I am chief,’ I stopped 
him, and asked him if he understood what he had 
been reading. At first he hung down his head 
without answering, and then said in an under tone, 
‘I know very well, what sin is.’ ‘ And who has 
told you any thing about it? who has told you 
there is any such thing?’ ‘ Ah, it is my heart 
that told me so; it has told me a hundred times 
that I do evil, and love evil.’ ‘That is what 
Joseph in the book knew well also; but then he 
knew the remedy for this evil. Do you know it 
as he did?’ The boy pointed out with his finger 
the name of Jesus Christ, and read over these 
words slowly again, ‘ Christ Jesus came into the 
world to save sinners.’ ‘And how are you to 
know this to be true?’ ‘ Sir,’ answered the child 
with surprise, ‘God has said so.’ We looked at 
each other, admiring the artless faith of the young 
herdboy, and after a moment’s pause, I observed, 











we shall bid them farewell. But I will leave you 
a remembrance; I will give you a treasure which 


, honeysuckle, till at last he broke it off and it blew | will serve for ‘a light to your feet, and a lamp to 
| your path.” 


See, here is a New: Testament, 
my dear friend; this is the word of God: it con- 
tains the glad tidings, and it will be your delight 
if you examine it sincerely, and if you receive all 
the truths it contains, as if God were speaking 
them to you himself. May it be blessed to you, 
and to many others, and may we one day meet 
again before the throne of the Lord, and praise 
him together eternally!’ 

‘*The herdboy received the gospel with re- 
spect. He seemed affected by my last words, and 
kept near us, as if it required an effort to leave us, 
In the morning as we left the herdboy we heard 
only the torrent and the bells of our young herd- 
boy’s goats; for he had led them out of the stable, 
and there he stood, with his eyes fixed upon us, 
saluting us with his hand, and watching our de- 
parture. We cried out adieu to him, andI added, 
‘Remember us.’ He answered me with a motion 
of his head, ‘We set forward, and fur a long time 
we could see the little goatherd inthe same place, 
following us with his eyes; at length the road 
turned, and we saw himno more. I retraced 
some steps to make him one more friendly sign, 
which he returned again and again, and then I 
rejoined my companions.” 





NATURAL HISTORY. 


From the London Teacher's Offering. 
THE SWALLOW. 


I like to watch the swallows—do not you? 
How they wheel, and dart, and turn! As I wit 
ness their gambols, I am disposed to say, 

“* Stay, swallow, stay! I fain would view 

Thy glossy plumes of changeful hue, 

Where black, and brown, and green, and blue, 

Conflicting vie; 

Fain would I view thy belted chest, 

Thy sable robe, thy snowy vest, 

Thy front and chin in kerchief drest 

Of reddish dye! 

The steerage of thy forked tail, 

Thy dusky legs so short and frail, 

Each pointed wing’s expansive sail, 

I fain would mark: 

Thou wilt not; well, then, onward go! 

Well deem’st thou, thou hast tasks enow, 

To hold thee through the Summer’s glow, 

Till Winter’s dark. 

The swallow builds its nest generally in the 
insides of our chimnies, a few feet from the top. 
This nest is formed of mud mixed with straw 
and hair, and lined with feathers. The method 
by which the young ones are trained is very 
curious. They first, but not without some diffi- 
culty, come forth from the shaft; for a day or two 
they are fed on the chimney-top; and then are 
led to the dead, leafless bough of some neigh- 
boring tree, where, sitting in a row, they are at- 

















‘You are happy in believing what God has said.’ 














tended by the parents with great assiduity. Ina 
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day or two after this, they are strong enough to 
fly, but continue still unable to take their own 
food. They therefore play about near the place, 
where the dams are watching for flies; and when 
a mouthful is collected, at a certain signal, the 
dam and the nestlings advance, rising towards 
each other, and meeting at an angle; the young 
ones all the while uttering a short quick note of 
pleasure and gratitude. In every part of the 
summer, the swallow shows her unwearied indus- 
try and affection; from morning to night, while 
there is a family to be supported, she spends the 
whole time in skimming along, and making the 
most sudden turns and quick evolutions; avenues, 
and long walks under hedges, pasture fields, and 
mown meadows wkere cattle graze, are her de- 
light, especially ifthere are trees, because in such 
spots insects most abound. When a fly is taken, 
a smart snap from their bill is to be heard, not 
unlike the noise of the shutting of a watch-case; 
but the motion is too quick for the eye. 

These captures are of great use. By the my- 
riads of insects which every single brood of swal- 
lows destroy in the course of a summer, these 
birds defend us, in a great measure, from the per- 
sonal and domestic annoyance of flies and gnats; 
and, what is of still greater consequence, they 
keep down the numbers of our small enemies, 
which either in the grub or winged state, would 
otherwise prey on the labours of the husbandman. 
We more frequently hear of unproductive harvests 
on the Continent than in this country; and it is 
well known that swallows are caught and sold as 
food in the markets of Spain, France, and Italy. 
Where this practise has been very general and 
successful, there is little doubt that it has contri- 
buted to a scarcity of corn. But it is Autumn; the 
season in which the swallow leaves the green 
meadows of England, for the myrtle and orange 
groves of Italy, and for the palms of Africa. We 
cannot detain him. So— 

*¢ Farewell, sweet bird, thou still hast been 

Companion of our summer scene; 

Lov’d inmate of our meadows green, 

And rural bome: 

The twitter of thy cheerful song, 

We've loved to hear; and all day long 

See thee on pinions fleet and strong 

About us roam. 

* And dost thou no wise lore impart? 

Yes, still thou bic?st us act our part 

With body prompt and willing heart 

While summer lasts; 

Prepared the course to take, that He 

For us appoints, who summons thee 

To climes of grateful warmth to flee 

From wintry blasts. 

**Oh, may that warning voice be heard, 

Howe’er revenled! ‘To thee, sweet bird, 

The tongue that speaks the instructive word, 

Within thee dwells: 

To us, where’er around we look, 

Ench passing wing, the field, the brook, 

But most his own unerring book, 

God’s wisdom lells.” 





BENEVOLENCE. 
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From the London Youth’s Magazine: 
MISSIONARIES AMONG THE BURMANS., 


“The promise is to all that are afar off, even as many as the Lord 
our God shall call.” Acts ii. 39. 


‘* Well. my dears, and what are you doing?” 
said Mr. Wilson, as he entered the room where 
his three little girls were amusing themselves 
afier their tasks were completed. ‘‘I hope you 
have all been very good this morning, and have 
endeavored to give your mamma as little trouble 
as possible, in return for the pains she takes in 
teaching you; but what were you talking about? 
Will you not allow me to join in the conversa- 
tion?” 

Emily.—How kind you are, dear papa; we 
were talking of the poor children that have no 
father or mother to teach them; and Ellen says, 
that in many parts of the world, the people have 
never heard of the Bible! 

Father.—Yes, my dear Emily, that is very true, 


Do you not think, therefore, that we ought to be 
thankful for the privileges we enjoy in this en- 
lightened country? 

Lucy.—But, papa, as we have so many Bibles 
in England should we not send some to them? 

Father.—You have spoken like a good girl, 
Lucy; but of what use do you suppose the Bible 
would be to the heathen who speak quite a diffe- 
rent language to our own, and could not, conse- 
quently, read our books if they had them; so that 
you see something else is requisite. 

Lucy.—Some good people to be sent to teach 
them to read with books written in their own lan- 
guage for the purpose; is that what you mean, 
papa? 

Father.—Yes, my child, and numbers are thus 
employed,and have teen for many years,and great 
success has attended their labors; but it is a long 
time before the Missionaries can learn their lan- 
guage, so as to be able to converse with, and 
teach them. 

Ellen.—What is the language that is spoken in 
the East Indies, papa? 

Father.—There are many different languages, 
my dear, they vary according to the country; 
there is the Hindostanee, the Bengalee, the 
Burman, and others; but I believe the latter is 
considered the most difficult to acquire, it took 
Mr. Judson many years to learn; but if you will 
reach me that book off the table, Ellen, I will 
read you what he says. 

Ellen.—This book, do you mean, papa, ‘‘ The 
Memoirs of Mrs. Judson?” 

Father.—Yes, my dear, but I must first tell 
you that Mrs. Judson, (the wife of the Rev. 
Adoniram Judson, ) was the first American female 
who resolved to quit her native country to pro- 
claim the gospel to the heathen; she left America 
in February, 1812, together with her husband, and 
the Rev. Samuel Newell, and his amiable wife, 
who died the following November; her husband 
surviving her but a few years; and now,my dears, 
in reference to the Burman language, Mr. Jud- 
son says, ‘‘ after being above two years in learn- 
ing it, I just now begin to see my way forward in 
this language, and hope that two or three years 
more will make it somewhat familiar; but I have 
met with difficulties that I had no idea of before 
I entered on the work. It unavoidably takes sev- 
eral years to acquire such a language, in order to 
converse and write intelligibly on the great truths 
of the gospel.” 

Ellen.—Whom do the Burmans worship, papa? 
and what is their religion? 

Father.—They are idolaters, my dear, and are 
called Boodhists, being of the sect of Boodh, more 
commonly called Guadama, whom they worship 
as the last incarnation, or Avater of their deity; he 
is supposed to be the son of a king, and that,when 
he died, he attained what they consider the high- 
est state of perfection, that is, annihilation, or an 
entire cessation of existence. Mrs. Judson, in 
speaking of the Burmans, says, ‘‘ they have not 
the least idea of a God who is eternal, without 
beginning or end. All their deities have been 
through the several grades of creatures, from a 
fowl to a deity.”” And again, in 1815, she says, 
‘*It is according to their vain traditions, two 
thousand years since Guadama, their last deity, 
entered on his state of perfection, and though he 


his head, which is enshrined in an enormous pa- 
goda, to which the Burmans go every eighth day! 
They know of no other atonement for sin, than 
offerings to their priests and their pagodas.” 
Such, my dear children, was the account Mrs. 
Judson gave previous to the war between the 
| English and the Burmese, in 1824, which lasted 
nearly two years; the sufferings of the Missiona- 
ries during that time were excessive, being im- 
prisoned in chains, with scarcely any food to eat; 
but brighter days were approaching, and though 
Mrs. Judson did not witness them, as she died 
the year in which peace was proclaimed, yet 
there is no doubt she will bless God through 
al] eternity for permitting her to go to Burma u 
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and allowing her to be the instrument in his 
hands, of conveying the knowledge of the gospel 
to the heathen. In 1828, the accounts were much 
more favorable, many schools were established: 
and I trust, the time is not far distant, ‘* when the 
knowledge of the Lord shall cover the earth, as 
the waters cover the sea:”” and, when all nations 
shall be bruught to relinquish their idols of wood 
and stone, and to worship the only true and living 
God. 

Ellen.—Oh papa, how happy must the Burmans 
be, now they are converted from heathenism to 
christianity, and know that when they die, that 
they will go to heaven. 

Father.—Yes, my love, they must indeed be 
happy. 

Lucy.—And how thankful they must feel to the 
Missionaries for carrying the Bible to them, and 
for instructing them, and their children, in the 
way of salvation, through Jesus Christ; do you 
not think so, papa? 

Father.—Assuredly, my dear, they have much 
cause for gratitude, and I have no doubt they do 
feel very grateful; but, my dear children, let us 
hope that their thanks are given where they are 
alone due, for had not God implanted holy desires 
in the hearts of the Missionaries, do you suppose 
that they would leave their native Jand, and en- 
counter the dangers and trials of a heathen coun- 
try; to die there, perhaps, without a friend to 
consvle them in their last moments? but God can 
sustain them, and can cause them to be as happy 
there as in their own civilized island, if they put 
their trust in him. He can enable them to say, 

** Give what thou wilt, without thee we are poor; 

And with thee rich, take what thou wilt away.” 

Now, my dears, I must leave you for the pre- 
sent, and 1 hope you will remember what I have 
told you. 

Emily.—I hope we shall, but can we not be of 
any use to the heathen, papa? 

Father.— My dear child, 1 know of no other way 
in which you can be of service to them, than by 
praying that God would enlighten them, and that 
he would incline the hearts of many more, in our 
own beloved country, to go and preach the gos- 
pel to them; that all may be induced to contri- 
bute, according to their ability, towards the sup- 
port of the missionaries, and the establishment of 
schools, giving at the same time, diligent heed to 
the superior privileges which you enjoy; and 
striving to grow wiser and better by every ser- 
mon, lest the burden denounced against rebel- 
lious Israel attach to you, and the ministers and 
stewards of Christ’s mysteries, grow weary in 
their work. For, though they are not sent toa 
people of strange specch and of a hard language, 
whose words they cannot understand,—how often 
have they cause to take up the prophet’s com- 
plaint, and to say, ‘‘Surely, had we been sent 
unto them, they would have hearkened, but the 
house of Israel will not hear, for they are impu- 
dent and hard hearted.” Ezek. iii,5—7. Emma. 


SABBATH SCHOOL. 














From the Sabbath School Instruetor. 
THE GOOD BOY. 
Whenever faithful teachers witness a froward 





now ceases to exist, they still worship a hair of 








disposition in their Sabbath school scholars, their 
feelings are so touched, that they often shed tears 
of heartfelt sorrow. It was thus with Henry’s 
| teacher. The little boy brought into the school a 
short pencil, and while marking with it on the 
seat, was requested to hand it to his teacher. He 
refused to give it, and put it in his pocket. 

** Will you let me have it?”’ said his teacher. 

‘* No, sir,” said the little boy, and presently he 
had it in his hand again. 

‘© Will you still refuse to give it up?” 

‘¢ Ves, sir.’’ 

But when the lesson was recited, his teacher 
refused to hear Henry’s, and explained it with- 
out appearing to notice the erring boy. His eye, 
however, glanced upon him, and he saw that he 

































Tae Ft _” 


Youth>s Companion. 208 

















was sorry for his conduct, and he asked him if he 
was not. ‘‘ Yes,’ said he. 

**Then hand me the pencil.” 

This he would not do. He had persisted tn 
disobedience so long, that it was now too humilia- 
ting to his feelings to yield to his teacher. 

‘Did you love me as tenderly as I do you,” 
said he to Henry, ‘‘ you would have instantly 
given me the pencil; you would not have thought 
of withholding it. But my feelings are hurt to 
know that the one I have so fondly loved, should 
prove so disobedient. When you are dismissed 
from school, forget not what you have done; but 
think over it, and see if you are not in the wrong. 


_ young and as gay as you, die suddenly; but like 
you they expected to live many years, and though 
they did not think their turn would come so soon, 
they could not help dying—they must leave all 
their sports and be shut up in the dark grave. 
Suppose now that you who read this, should be 
laid upon your dying bed and your kind father 
and mother and other dear friends stand weep- 
ing around you and tell you that you must die, 
and the doctor should tell you that you must die 
—Oh how would you feel? without the Saviour 
for your friend, how miserable must you feel! 
How could you dare to go alone into along and 
dark eternity! what would become of your undy- 


said, ‘ O father! if you go and get drunk, you will g 
to hells and if | were to go to heaven, and see you 

the left hand, O how [ shall ery, and wish you { 
come to me!’ ” { London Child’s Companion. 


The Kind Schoolgirl, 


Alice had saved her pence and purchased a hymt 
book, which the scholars were encouraged to learn b 
the promise ofa reward. Nearly all the girls in he 
class were supplied; but one, who sat next her on th 
form, although as desirous to excel as the rest, sti 
remained without; she inquired the cause, and th 
answer was, that she was a very poor and fatherles 
child. Alice had lately lost a sister whom she lovec 
and was herself in very humble circumstances. Sh 
felt deeply, and secretly resolved to taste how muc 











You cannot have a book to-day; if your mother 
asks the reason why, tell her that you have been 


ing soul? 


**more blessed” it is ‘to give than to receive.” 
But you may die without any warning of your 


‘* [ wish to save my money for a book, teacher,” sh 
said, on the following Sunday; and her pence wer 






naughty, that you have not obeyed your teacher.’’| danger; if you should go to bed well to-night and 
When the school was near to a close, Henry’s| drop sweetly to sleep, you may never again wake 
teacher said to him, ‘‘ This once only shall I ask 


you; will you give me the pencil?” 


Presently the little boy handed it to him. And 


then his teacher’s heart was glad; he loved him/| die, and stand before the judgment seat of Christ? 
full as well as he did before; and even Henry was 


rejoiced to know that he had eased his teacher’s| close your eyes in sleep, offer at least one fer- 


mind. 


‘* Now do you blame me for what I’ve done?”’|™ 
‘** Do you not think that I was 


said his teacher. 
right in so doing ?”’ 
“* Yes, sir,” said the penitent little boy. 


‘** And do you not love me just as well, as if I 


had not requested this of you?”’ 
Henry replied in the affirmative. 


‘*T have never wished to injure you in any 
way,” remarked his teacher, ‘‘ but all that I have 
requested has been for your good. I would suffer 


almost any thing rather than cause you sorrow; 
and when you behaved so ill to-day, was grieved; 





























brought, week after week, till the amount was co 


2 : : ‘ plete. ‘* Now, if you please, teacher, will you pu 
in this world; death may enter your window and | chase me a hymn-book? “ Have you not got one 


call you away, will you not, then, ask yourself| Alice?” ‘* Yes, teacher.” “ Then why do you wish 
when you lie down this night, am I prepared to|for another?” A moment’s silence followed;—but 
blushing, she said, she wanted to give it to Ann —— 
whose mother being obliged to work hard for her fa 
mily, was unable to afford the price. ‘ Tam glad,’ 
said the teacher, “you are generously disposed; bu 
what induced you to save your money for Ann: she is 
no relative, and you have not known her long; what 
isthe renson?” ‘IT did it, teacher,”? said the affecti 
onate girl, ‘‘ because she has no father.” 46, 


Am I prepared for the bliss of heaven? Before you 





vent prayer to God for mercy on your soul. L.D. 




















EDITORIAL. 


Selfishness among Brothers and Sisters. 
When I was in the country, some time ago, I saw Useless Fretting. 

a little girl feeding a brood of chickens, and was sur- Two farmers who were neighbors, had their crops! 
prized to see how much selfishness there was among | of early peas killed by the frost. One of them came 
them. ‘The mother-hen stood clucking very loud, to | to condole with the other on their misfortune. “Ah!” 
call all her family to the feast, and would not help |cried he, “ how unfortunate we have been, neighbor! 
herself to any of the food, until she saw them all sup-| Do you know [ have done nothing but fret ever since. 
plied; but one little chicken took a piece and ran off, |; But bless me! you seem to have a fine healthy crop 
and if another followed him, he would run further and | coming up just now—what are these?” “ These! (said 
further, to prevent his brother from getting any of it— | the other) why these are what I immediately sowed af- 











* Sabbath school, and always has his lessons per- 


but since you have made ample amends for the 
past, by acknowledging your fault, with a promise 
that you will not do the like again, I forgive you 
from my heart. I shall still cherish the warmest 
love toward you; and may the remembrance of 
this always be beneficial to you.” 


and this was the way with several of them. 
Now, I thought, how much this is like some child- | 
ren Ihave seen. A friend gives a little boy an apple | 


or acake; he brings it home, and his sister asks him | loss?” 


for a piece of it; but, like the little selfish chicken, he | 
wishes to eat it all himself—or perhaps, the sister 


goes abroad, and brings home a bunch of flowers, and | « and that is the very reason, in truth, it is very pleas- 


° ae 6 Sic sy ay) she env 
Now who will not commend the conduct of] her brother says, “ Sister, give me one;” but she says, 


. ‘ : “ ‘c e vere ull given e.*? 
little Henry, in confessing that he was iu the No, I wont, thay were all given to m 


wrong, while retaining what his teacher requested 
ofhim? And who will not say that he now merits 
the appellation of a good boy? But this is the 
first time his teacher has found occasion to re- 
prove him. He is constant and punctual at the 


fect. When school was dismissed, his teacher 
gave hing a book, and his pencil, and they parted 
with a smile of affection. 

Reader, always acknowledge your faults; never 
attempt to conceal them; and although you may 
have disobeyed your teacher twenty times, do not 
persist in disobedience; but go to him and tell 
him that you are sorry; that you will not disobey 
him any more. Then he will love you, and his 
pious labors will be blest to your soul. 








OBITUARY. 


Written. for the Youth’s Companion. 
AM I PREPARED TO DIE? 

A short time since I saw a little boy, about ten 
years old, upon his dying bed. He was very sick, 
in great pain, and knew that he must soon die. 
But such was his distress that he could not talk 
about his precious soul, and though his dear par- 
ents, brothers and sisters stood weeping beside 
his bed, and prayed to God that he might live, 
still all that they and the doctors could do did not 
save his life. Loud and heart rending were his 
dying groans and very soon he was laid in the 
cold and silent grave. Shortly after this, one of 
his playmates, a little boy about nine years old, 
went out one evening to skate on the ice; he had 
been upon the ice only a few moments, before he 
Plunged into a watery grave, and his soul was in 
eternity! : 

My dear young friends, have you ever thought 
that you may die as sudden and as unexpected as 
did those beloved youth? Have you forgottenthat 
you are not too young to die? A great many as 


























Thie ie! 
too much like the selfishness of the brutes, and we | 


hope that none of our readers wish to be like them. | 
{ 





The Little Boy that dishonored his Mother. 
A Correspondent has sent us the following story: 


‘* One of the little boys who reads the Youth’s Com- | 
panion, a few days ago, was very naughty. I was on 
a visit to his mother, when she was conversing with 
some other persons. He heard what was py hee 
ed off his chair, ran to his mother and exclaimed, 
‘* Why mother, what a story! you know better than 
that!’? His mother blushed to see her son so disre- 
spectful. [ looked at him, and when he saw me, he 
ran off. If that little boy had asked his mother, she 
would have told him all the particulars, and convine- 
ed him that she was right and he was wrong. But, 
instead of doing so, as he ought, he has broken God’s 
commandment, he has dishonored his parent, and 
wounded the feelings of her friends. T hope he will 
he very sorry for this wickedness—and that other 
children will he careful never to be so naughty as 
that little boy was. 2." 





Donations for the Little Greek Paper. 


Amount acknowledged Feb. 27, 1835, $357 36 
Children in two families in Boston, - 2 
T. C., L. C., and L. F. C., Boston, - 1 
J. Ripley Brigham, Fitchharg, - - 1 68 
Family of Children in Castine, Me. - 1 68 
Sabbath School Class in Castine 40 
Mary P. Burrill, Abingtou, - - 25 
Sabbath School in South Dedham, - - 2 25 
A Mother and her Children in Fitchburg, - 1 50 


Julia Cornelia Ingraham, Augusta, Me. i 50 
Three Sisters iu Cong. Sab. School, South Reading, 75 
Children of A. Wood, Mount Vernon, N. H. 1 


$400 37 








MISCELLANY. 


A Father Reproved. 

A parent once said to a sabbath school teacher, 
©O sir! Tam very glad that you have got a school for 
boys on Sunday nights. I had sucha reprimand from 
my little lad the other night, as I never hud hefore in 

















































ter my loss.” 
fretter. 
ing.” 


“What coming up already ?” cried the 

‘* Yes, while you was fretting, | was work- 
What, and don’t you fret when you havea 
© Yes, but Lalways put it off until [ have re- 
paired the mischief.” ‘ Why then need you fret at 
all?” «* Trne,” replied the industrious gardener, 


ant to have no longer reason to think of our misfor- 
tunes, and it is astonishing how many might be ro- 
paired with a little alacrity and energy.” 














EVENING HOUR. 
Sweet evening hour! sweet evening hour! 
That calms the air, and shuts the flower; 
That brings the wild bee to its rest, 
The infant to its mother’s breast. 


Sweet hour that bids the laborer cease! 

That gives the weary team release, 

And leads them home and crowns them there 
With rest and shelter, food and care. 

O, season of soft sounds and hues, 

Of twilight walks among the dews, 

Of feelings calm, and converse sweet, 

And thoughts too lovely to repeat! 


Yes lovely hour! thou art the time 
When feelings flow, and wishes climb; 
When timid souls begin to dare, 

And Ged receives and answers prayer. 


Then trembling through the dewy skies, 
Look out the stars, like thoughtful eyes 
Of angels, calm reclining there, 

And gazing on this world of care. 

Sweet hour! for heavenly musing made— 
When Isaac walked and Daniel prayed; 
When Abram’s offering God did own; 
And Jesus loved to he alone. 
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my life. After he came home from school, he sat 
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